


THE STAND. 


BY A SOCIETY OF YOUNG MEN. 





Nought from our birth or ancestors we claim, 
Allis our own, our honor and our shame. 
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q No. II]. Hanrtrrop, Marcu 10, 1820. 








With pleasure we shall own our errors past, 
And make each No. a critic on the last. 


knowledged the imperfections of the first, and 
we trust that it will be attributed to the Tight 
cause, a love of justice, and willingness with 
"candor to confess our faults—a principle to 
1 we shall firmly adhere. By the answer 


. IT will be recollected that our second No. ac- 


to our first No. it appears that the honest re- 
marks in it, vehemently offended somebody ; 
tits writers however acknowledge that the 
would have been applicable when Salmagunda 
made its appearance, viz. some few years since, 
when their mothers were young, but any sar- 
jorwg upon those models of human perfection 
who compose ‘‘our excellent circles of female 
‘ “society” are “stale, gross, idle, unmeaning jar- 
gon and merit lasting shame ;” we intended, as 
_ our motto sets forth, to monopolize all the honor 
_and shame of this production, but they are in- 
* clined to withhold the honor altogether, and the 
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shame has been packed mountain high upon a 
few innocent youngsters, whom it must no doubt 
overwhelm. We shall not attempt to criticise 
the bad prose, doggerel verse, and many glaring 
errors of ‘‘ The Candle,”’ but as it is an answer — 
to our first and tends to slander the Invincibles, 
we think it our duty to make a few remarks upon 
it; at the sarne time, we are sensible that it is 
paying the authors an honor which they do not 
merit, (for no one can suppose that it emanated 
from the fair sex, as they wish to have it believ- 
ed, it proves itself to be of different origin) and 
we recommend to these modern Quixottes, in 
case they again light their Candle, that it be with 
the rays of genius and wit, lest the ladies’ faces 
be again crimsoned with blushes, for the ignor- 
ance of theirchampions. As to the charge of at- 
tempting ‘‘to make the female character much low- 
er thanit really is,’ we have never harbored such 
an idea. We are admirers of their virtues, but de- 
testers of their foibles, and shal! continue so, long 
after the lastray of the expiring Candle has glim- 
mered in its socket. The initials which in their 
caricature, they have placed under the Stand for 
shelter, we should consider it our duty to protect, 
were we not fully satisfied of their ability, not on- 
ly todefend, but avenge themselves ; we confess 
we envy them not the task, though not difficult, it 
is at leasta disagreeable one, for washing pigs has 
in all ages been deemed unprofitable business ; 
but though pigs will return to their wallowing in 
the mire, yet from their natural politeness, they 
have usually the grace, at least to appear thank- 
fa) for their purification, as we find by ‘ The 
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Amid the squealing gentry takes his Stand, 

The cob* scrubbific waving in his hand, 

To each in turn the grateful rub applies, 

While grunts of pleasure echo through the skies.” 


Of this formidable publication Brother Jona- 


_ than had written areview, which was truly amus- 
' ing, but fearing that to take so much notice of the 


work might excite the vanity of the authors, 
we determined that it should not be publish- 
ed. We will however give them a few words 
of advice and consolation. ‘Three of the dis- 
played initials, viz. ABC, we recommend to their 
particular attention, having diligently pondered 
these, they should be placed immediately under 
the instruction of some school-dame, that they 
may learn to spell. When they have acquired 
that art which is the foundation of all excellence 
in literature, they may be qualified to enter upon 


| Murray’s English Grammar—-from thence they 
may proceed to the other parts of a common ed- 
— ucation, in all of which they seem lamentably 


deficient. Let them follow this course, and they 
may venture to hope that some twenty years 
hence, if their lives are spared, and the Times 


_ continue as they are, they may be promoted to 


the enviable station of scribbler to a hireling 


“Newspaper. 


GIDEON GUNFLINT. 


* Snuffers. 
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BY THE PRESIDENT. 


We shall in future have but little to say re-. 


specting ourselves, society, proceedings, &c. lest 


we should be thought egotists, as we have al- — 
ready expatiated larg-ly on these topics. This — 
publication will hereafter consist of the sponta- — 
neous effusions of our illiterate scribblers, pub- 
lished without regard to worth or order, and if — 
they should meet with a favorable reception from — 


the public, two objects will be accomplished, the 
principal one being our own amusement and ben- 
efit , for ‘‘ Just as the twig is bent the tree ’s in- 
clin'd;’’ and we can have no better exercise 
for our minds than writing, and no better crite- 
rion by which to judge of our performances 


than the public. We shall have no stated | 


periods for issuing the Nos. probably six weeks, 
and possibly six months may expire, when our 
brains are dilatory. 

While we ridicule the follies and the votaries 
of fashion of both sexes, we shall in future view 
with a jealous eye, all infringements on the sanc- 


tity of the female character. As admirers of - 


their virtues, we deem it incumbent on us to ex- 
patiate on them as well as their vices, and shall 
accordingly in some future No. do justice to 
them ; for while we endeavor to point out their 
errors, it would be injustice in the extreme not 
to give them due credit for the good attributes pe- 
culiar to the sex, and which some of them in so 
eminent a degree possess. It remains that our 
readers should now be introduced to two addi- 
tional members of our society. Alexander Dash- 
off and Tristram Shandy. 
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ALEXANDER DasnorFF is distinguished by a spirit 


_ of bold and persevering enterprise. He has a 

certain firmness of character and inflexibility of 
_ disposition, which makes him as it were the main- 
stay of our club. While he was yet a boy, he 


_ was respected by his companions as one who 


- was not to be frightened out of any of his un- 
_ dertakings ; and now on the verge of manhood, 
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he is characterized by the same spirit of inde- 
pendence. He owes it to this that his enterpri- 
zes are generally successful: for in this pushing 
and striving world, boldness and self-confidence 
are more necessary to success than perhaps any 
other qualification. 

TRistRAM SHANDY Is a most notorious punster, 
and in him the love of satire and ridicule pre- 
dominates over every other passion. Were it 
not for this unfortunate trait in his character, he 
might have been amiable and beloved. But as 
his time is spent in ridiculing folly wherever he 
finds it, he gains the enmity of all but his nearest 
friends, who know the benevolence of his heart. 
It is indeed to be lamented that this passion 
should influence his whole character ; but so it 
is—and we can only say of him, that he isa bun- 
dle of eccentricities. As to brothers Timothy 
Teazle and Robin Adair, who appear in this No. 
as the authors of ‘‘ The Love Tale,” we must 
refer our readers to their own account of them- 
selves—they have omitted to give their charac- 
ters, (through excessive modesty) but we would 
not have any one infer from this circumstance 
that they are not perfectly immaculate, for their 
characters are as white as snow, and clear a 
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‘* rainbows bright painted on summer’s bluesky.” — 
We confess that at times, we have trembled lest — 
their Invincible principles should have yielded to © 
some insinuating, designing fair, but though ex- — 
tremely sentimental (and one would think from — 
their Love Tale that they might be susceptibleto — 
Cupid’s flames and arrows,) they have as yetand — 
we trust ever will, remain firm to our faith. 








TO THE KNIGHTS OF THE ROUND TABLE. 


‘*MOST potent, grave, and rev’rend Knights,” 
Guardians of our dearest rights, 

Whose fame extends both far and wide, | 
E’en from Lord’s Hill t? the river side.— . 
Great are your deeds, and great your names, 
And great your literary fame— 

All pious folks your works admire, 

While vice and folly dread your ire. 

First Bickerstaffe, tis my delight 

To sing of thee, thou chief of Knights ; 

Thy heart with goodness overflows— i 
Thou say’st, of course it must be so, ‘ 
And that thy mind’s with learning fraught, ‘ 
None who have read thee, ere can doubt. 
Our youth to folly once inclin’d, 

Are now reclaim’d———the work is thine. . 
Both men and monkies, chant the song, { 
Thy name is great—at least tis long. 

Write on great Knight, nor quit thy station, 
While vice remains or T 
Thou too Albayzor, hast unfurl’d 
And given to us an inner world, 
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The sphere.—God grant he there may stay— 
For it appears the people there, 
As well as we, have learnt to swear, 


‘ 
And sent bold Argolante t’ survey i 

' 
Like us they all from kings to swains, } 
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‘Wear heads, tho’ oft devoid of brains. 
Thou Geoffrey, hast mark’d out the way, 
How to obtain celibacy. 

Old maids will long thy name revere, 
While Flirts and Gipsies quake with fear. 
Ye grog-shop haunters, great and small, 
Tobacco smokers, one and all, 

Lovers of custards; pumpkin pies, 
Hearken to Medley and be wise. 

Why will ye gamble, revel, drink, 

And cash, and reputation sink ? 

Your parents, friends and ’selves abuse 
At J——es’; O——ds’, and C——u’s— 
(And, t’ crewn the whole, be so uncivil— 
As t’ go a mile to play the D——, 
Disturb a man* retir’d to rest, 

Merely on him to crack a jest. 

Because, no doubt with pure design, 
He’d strove to reclaim ye, and refine 

Your morals.) Since we’ve such enchanting 
Female circles, who’re no doubt panting 
For your presence—Here, instead of ale 
And pumpkin pies, ye might regale 
Yourselves with jellies of all kinds, 
Rusks, maccaroons, the best of wines 
And cordials.—Here too ’s the place 

T’ improve your manners—learn with grace 
Tosip your tea, (which, would you be 

In style, you'll rest upon your knee, 

For since the S/and’s been introduc’d, 
Tables, of course, are out of use, 

For none but fools will buy a poor thing, 
When better may be had for nothing. 
Talk of your classic bards, from Mr. 
Bickerstaffe, e’en down to sister 
Laura.—But here, although it grieves 

Me sorely, I must take my leave— 

My head’s at last devoid of rhyme 

(If not of brains.) However, time 

May replenish it—When fop and dandy 
Shall be the theme of 


“BH. Jr. TRISTRAM SHANDY. 


OS GR 


i eee 


























ee ~_ 
ee Ree ns 


LOLA AT ta 


<a * > 
el cae Be 


EI EM * 


34 


making our first appearance in the Stand, begin 


according to custom, by saying a few words of — 
oursELves. Of our characters we shall proba- — 
bly not be thought competent judges. On that — 





We, Timotay Teazze, and Rosin Apain, now ! 


head, we shall therefore be silent. For our sit- — 


uations—Heaven has bestowed “ neither poverty 
nor riches.’’ ‘We are distantly related to each 
other, being descendants of a common great 
grand-father, who was a farmer ; reasoning from 
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analogy we suppose that he had ancestors, but — 


this point is not susceptible of perfect demon- | 
stration, nor is it of any consequence, for wheth- — 
er he was descended like great grand-fathers in — 
general, in a direct line from Noah, or came 
down like Knickerbocker’s zwronauts, from the ' 
moon, whether he sprung out of the earth, like 7 
Cadmus’ warriors, or was formed like Lord Mon- | \ 
boddo’s first man, by the fortuitous aggregation © 
of tadpoles—Still our duty is the same—so to © 
demean ourselves in this world, that he need not 4 


blush to acknowledge us in another. 








PHELIM AND SHEELAH. 
A TALE FOR LOVERS. 


When a young dandy stoops to folly, 
And finds too late that girls betray, 
What art can soothe his melancholy, 
What charmcan drive his pain away. 
The only art his grief to cover, 
To hide his shame from every eye, 
To act the trueand faithful lover, 
And please the fair one—is to die. 











3d 


4. The dews of the evening are silently falling, 





WV “Tis the hour when the wild fowl retires to her nest, 
And the cobler, forsaking the tools of his calling 
. __ Sits down, with tobacco and liberty blest. 

atl ?. Contented he sings, and he thinks not of sorrow, 
" - And care shall disturb him no more till to-morrow. 
it- But for me—day and night, I unceasingly weep, 
ty _ And weep on, drunk or sober—awake or asleep. 
ah S. Time was, | like himcould sit down at my leisure 
at With a mug of old stingo, a pipe and a friend, _[ure, 
m _— But those hours of enjoyment—those moments of pleas- 
_ The fates in their anger have brought to an end. 

4. Should I drink—’twould be foolishly heaping on fuel 

‘ ‘4 To the flame which consumes me already too cruel; 
in _ Oh Cupid, how fiercely thy furnaces glow, [know. 
ye Their hearts—only theirs, who have tried them can 
1e 


Thus mourned wretched Phelim, as through Hartford city, 

aconscious of each passing object he roved; 

_ While all eyes were turned on his sorrow with pity, 

“ave those of the cruel frail fair that he loved. 

¥ or Phelim was once of our young men the leader, 

‘By tacit election they chose him their guide, 

Wor he far over-topp’d them, as Lebanon’s cedar 

#:xcels the scrub oaks that spring up by its side. 

Sill one “fatal night,” at aconference meeting, 

“Hie saw the fair Sheelah he now loves so well, [ing, 

“Since which time he abstain’d both from sleeping and eat- 

{And drinking perhaps, but the story don’t tell.) 

“Sullice it to say, that for three weeks and better, 

Wie linger’d without being ‘seen to take food ; 

When at length the receipt of the following letter, 
roused the poor youth from his desperate mood. 


SHEELAH TO PHELIM. 


S 1. Phelim, I long have loved thee well, 

ft And long have nourish’d in my breast 
A passion which I dared not tell, 

But longer "twill not be suppress’d. 
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2. | heed not, though the world may say 
That this is not a woman’s part— 
I cast such idle fears away, 
The prize in view is Phelim’sheart. 


3. Grant this and lam placed too high 
For scoffing tongues to cause me care. 
Refuse it malice I dety 
To add one pang to my despair. 





4. Encircled in my Phelim’s arms, 
E’en this vile world were Heaven to me; 
But paradise were void of charms 
For Sheelah, if depriv’d of thee. 


Enraptur’d, transported, with pleasure Elysian, 

He read Sheelah’s billet a dozen times o’er, 

Tillhalf mad with the joyful surprize, his condition 
Was almost as bad as grief made it before. 

What pass’d at their meeting, and how their warm kisses 
From each to the other met ready return, 

We shall not relate, though we fear our young misses 
With all curiosity’s fury may burn. 

But lest our narration may seem rather tedious 
Without a due portion of amorous spice, 

By way of a relish we offer our readers 

A letier or two, which we hope may suifice. 


SHEEFLAH TO PHELIM. 


!. Should sudden thunders shake the skies, 
Sulpbureous fires from earth arise, 
Terrific earthquakes rend the ground, 
And fierce tornadoes howl] around— 
Were but my Phelim by 
*Mid falling worlds I’d stand unmovy’d, 
Close clinging to his side belov’d, 
And trust to his puissant arm 
To shield my feeble form from harm. 
And while his brilliant eye 
Gave back the lightning to the sky, 
I'd make his perfect innocence 
My surest and my best defence. 
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2. And Phelim’s heart is all my own, 
It beats with love for me alone ; 
And when those eyes are turn’d on me, 
The truest love and constancy 
Beam like the morning there. 

Oh I could gaze from morn till night 
Unwearied still with new delight 
Upon the beauties of that face, 
Where youthful majesty and grace 
So sweetly blended are. 

Oh never may another fair 

Entice that little heart to rove 

A truant from its Sheelah’s love. 


PHELIM TO SHEELAH. 

_ 1. Thad wander’d alone to a wild waving willow, 
And able no longer my vigils to keep— 

I chose out a mossy gray stone for my pillow, 
And laid myself in the embraces of sleep. 


2. The sweet recollections of times past came o’er me, 
And hours of delight that long since had gone by, 
Returning, arose in the vision before me, : 
Like rainbows bright painted on summer’s blue sky: 


3. And Sheelah was there—Oh was ever a vision 
Which eased for a moment this heart-load of care, 
Did my fancy e’re trace out an airy Elysium, 

A land of pure pleasure, but Sheelah was there. 


For a week, letters fill’d with such tender expressions, 
Pass’d daily and hourly our Jovers between, 

_ And whenever they met, they renew’d their professions 
_ Of truest and tenderest love and esteem. 

But Phelim one day as he sat at his dinner, 

_ The following letter from Sheelah received, 

_ Which prov’d that in placing such confidence in her. 
He had been to his sorrow completely deceived. 


SHEELAH TO PHELIM, 
Love rules no more——a deeper hate 
Than pen can paint, or words express, 
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Disgust which time can ne’er abate, 
And detestation fix’d as fate 

Reign in this bosom, where of late d 
Was nought but amorous tenderness. : 
Seek not to know from whence arise 
These changes—I am arbitress 

Of my own acts—no more my eyes 
Are blind to thy unworthiness. 

Yet though the task I much despise; 
To thee this letter | address, 

To tell thee that thy thin disguise 
Hides not from me thy worthlessness. 


When the first sudden transports of grief had pass’d over, 
And his brais standing stil! gave him !eisure to think. 
He thus pour’d out on paper his soul——for our lover 
Wrote verses as fast as his pen could shed ink. 


1. Oh weep, Sheelah, weep for the sorrows of Phelim, 
Oh mourn for the ruin thy beauty has made, 
Thy anger has hurt—thy forgiveness must heal him, 
Or he must depart for the regions of shade. 
2. In this world, distrees and despair are before me, 
My moments like mist on the mountain-top flee, 
And the terrible angel of death hovers o’er me, 
To part me forever, my Sheelah, from thee. 
3. Were the heart that 1 lodg’d in that form prepossessing, 
Like the heart of thy Phelim inflexibly true, 
With what ten-fold delight would I give thee my blessing, 
E’re I bid this vain world a last solemn adieu. 
4. But now, even now, though the wild winds of heaven 
Are far less inconstant—less fickle than thou, 
Yet shall not my curse, in my last hour be given, 
Itis noble to pardon, and Phelim knows how. 


Two hours past away and the answer expected 

Came not from this hard-hearted, obdurate fair, 

And Phelim his course to the river directed 

To drown in its waters, his woe and despair: 

But the wicked Jack Frost had so troubled the river, 

That merely in order to keep herself warm, 

And her face from his biting attacks to deliver, 

Witb a blanket of ice, she had cover’d her form. 

But desperate lovers cre desperate creatures, 

A hole in the ice our poor swain quickly made, 

And with firm resolution and unruffied features 

A moment the cold gliding current survey’d. 

He dipt in his hand. but the water was rather 

Too cold, and he thought’twas as well! to postpone 

His deadly intention till June, when the weather 

Would probably take a more temperate tone. 
TIMOTHY TEAZLE, 
ROBIN ADAIR. 
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